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	1. Not Yet

**This is my new story! Of course I'm still working on my other ones..but this idea has been in my head for so long, I just wanted to write it down already. It's a story where Ichigo is a guy who gets cheated on by his wife. He plans on making sex videos with their babysitter and showing them to Orihime down the line and finally breaking things off with her. It's basically this drawn out revenge plan that won't be easy for Ichigo. Or Rukia..**

**They are a bit OOC..**

**Warnings: This is a story that involves non-con. It's not going to be that way through out the entire story, but in the beginning it will. Nothing happens in this chapter, but it will eventually. Also, there is some slight Orihime bashing. And lastly, Rukia is underaged in this story. While Ichigo is much, much older. **

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter One<strong>

Not Yet.. 

She leaves, she leaves at 4:30 PM every day, except for Saturday.

He watches from the study's window, taking a swing of his scotch.

_"I'm going with the girls!" She says, eyes wide and big. But he can see behind h__er sparkly glare. Guilt._

_"I was talking to Rangiku!" She argues, powering off her passcode locked cellphone. _

_"I stayed with Tatsuki.." She groggily whispers, coming through the front door at 4 AM.._

"You bitch." Ichigo mutters as Orihime gets into a Taxi. He knew too well where she was heading. He had been following her daily visits to 'Rangiku or Tatsuki' for months now. Without fail, she would always go to Toyokawa.

Into a house.

His _cousin's_ house.

He could see their flickering shadows of love on the blinds.

He could see the love in Uyru's eyes as he kissed Orihime goodbye.

The love _he_ didn't feel anymore.

"Mr. Kurosaki." A voice says, snapping him from his thoughts.

He turns around, placing his glass on a bar cart beside him and runs a hand through his hair. "Rukia. Yes, what is it?" He asks.

"Nel wants some ice cream. Would it be fine if I use the car or..?"

Nel, his adoptive daughter has a sweet tooth. Something he needs to fix. Today though, wasn't the day. His hand palms each pocket until he figures out which one holds his keys. The 28 year old throws them toward Rukia. "Go for it." He says.

She doesn't catch them in time, her eyes narrow toward him. It makes him laugh.

"Terrible catch."

"I didn't say to throw them!" She explains frustratingly, bending down to pick them up.

His eyes remain on her cute cleavage, maybe a bit longer than their suppose to. When her posture normalizes, she pulls down her jean shorts a bit. His amber eyes scan her long legs. It almost excites him, knowing what he's doing. For Orihime didn't. For his cheating wife doesn't know her husband undresses their 16 year old babysitter with his eyes.

He was always attracted to Rukia. She was too pretty for her own good. It's funny whenever he thinks about it. Orihime hired her only a year ago, around the time his denial started. He refused to believe the notion she was cheating on him. The girl was obsessed with him through out Highschool..But when she hired Rukia so she could have free time, that's when his suspicion started.

But it doesn't matter anymore. The truth was found out a while ago and he will play around it until it is time to reveal everything. He will let Orihime suck Uryu's cock all she wants, for he has other plans to focus on.

Rukia fixes her hair bun in the mirror hooked to the back of the door. The nape of her neck is slightly sweaty from the summer air. Ichigo's eyes shift to the empty cup beside him, four ice cubes stare back. Begging to be picked up and rubbed on the young girl's heated skin.

"You're into yourself, huh?" He teases, sarcastically making a _Tsk, Tsk, Tsk _noise.

Her cheeks become pastel pink as she turns around. "No I'm not! I'm checking to see if I'm decent. I'm not narcissistic like _you_." She retorts, arching a eyebrow.

He shoots her a confused look. "Me? How am I narcissistic?"

Rukia walks up to him now, inches from his face as she looks up. (She's quite short..) His eyes need to leave her lips before she notices.

He manages.

A slender finger taps her head.

His arms spread out. "My hair!?"

She sneers at him now, shrugging. "Who knows how much hair dye is needed to maintain that mess.."

Why you little..

He wants to push her lithe figure against the wall. He wants to tell her "_I can prove it's my real hair color, baby."_ But not yet, not yet..

Ichigo tilts his head down instead, spreading his hair apart with his hands. "See the roots? Natural. I didn't ask for this color, trust me!" He explains, narrowing his eyes at her but softening once she giggles. He likes her giggles.

Her arms cross as she walks out. "If that's what you want to say, Mr. Kurosaki. Seems like you probabaly just got a touch up the other day."

"Well..I do like when you call me Strawberry, Rukia, so I gotta stay pretty." He teases, grabbing his cellphone and putting it in his pocket as he follows her.

He doesn't see it but she blushes again. The babysitter wonders why he says things like that.

They walk down the stairs together, he smiles when he thinks of their banter. Orihime and him never go back and fourth. Not that he wants arguments, and what happened right then with Rukia wasn't. But he rarely gets anything besides 'Yes, of course!' from his wife. Where as Rukia will say no, and let you know why she said no. He likes that.

He remembered the look Orihime gave them when he playfully teased the young girl about her height. He remembered better what she had said to him later that night. _You two seem close. Do you spend a lot of time with her? _

He had to go get drinks with _his brother. _That's how aggravated she got him.

Orihime acted like she did in Highschool. It seemed like she was interested and wanted to know if he was seeing someone. But she's his wife now. And the fact she seemed like she did, only when she was a bit jealous, made him want to rage. She was cheating on him with his cousin, and _kept_ at it. Yet..she wants to know if he spends time with their babysitter..

Oh, how much he wanted to go off on her those five months ago. He wanted to yell. He wanted to break something. He wanted to tell her, "Yes, and I'm gonna fuck your life over with her." But not yet, not yet..

He sits in the living room as Rukia gets Nel ready for their ice cream stop.

"Get Nel her iPad."

"Nelliel, talking in third person won't make Rukia get it for you." Ichigo snorts. The six year old shoots her tongue out at him. He playfully pokes her stomach, making the young girl laugh. Rukia smiles as she gets on her knees beside her, fixing Nel's hair in a ponytail.

"How long until you get your drivers license, Rukia?" He asks, watching her mother his daughter. It was more than Orihime had done. Rukia had been working for them a little over a year, and she was closer with Nel than his own wife. It amazed him.

"Hmm. Two more months I think. Thanks for coming with me.. As you know I can't drive without an adult present."

"It's fine. I know that. We've done it a lot." Ichigo shrugs.

"You two have _done_ _it_? Done what?" Nel asks innocently.

Rukia's eyes dart somewhere to the right as the pink returns to her cheeks. It was just a innocent question, not meant to sound as dirty as it did..

Ichigo sneers to himself.

"Driving with Rukia, dummy."

Brown eyes shoot daggers into her father's. "Let's leave him here, Rukia." She threatens. The pair laughs as he messes up her hair.

They leave the house, Ichigo goes to the passenger side of his car as Rukia adjust Nel in the back seat. His babysitter sits behind the wheel. She fixes her seatbelt, adjust her mirror and puts the car in drive. He watches with full attention as her petite hand firmly grips the gear shift. He wonders if she ever experiments with her boyfriend. His lips curl upwards as she slightly grunts at the slightly jammed gear, and frustratingly grips it harder, as if she were punishing it. Her hand slides to the base of it and he finds himself wishing it were him.

"Rukia! Give me my minecraftttt." Nel cries.

The car comes to a calm halt at a stop sign as Ichigo explains to his daughter why Minecraft wanted to stay home. Rukia laughs telling Ichigo he's a idiot that needs to stop talking as she leans over him. Her head lays on the older man's lap for a second as she pulls her purse from his foot space. Her orange haired boss finds his lips twisted in such a way he felt like he was sinning..

She pulls the device out and hands it to the upset Nel, instantly making her happy.

Ichigo snorts. "You did bring it."

She only winks at him as she continues to drive.

He crosses his arms. "You're spoiling our daughter." He shakes his head, sneering at her.

Rukia snorts and arches a brow. "Our daughter? I missed my pregnancy with her.."

Her comment sets his teeth on edge. She was making a joke, yes. But the notion was he fucked her. And she got pregnant. It made him feel heat.

"I was talking about Orihime, my wife, stop falling in love with me Rukia." He teased, looking out the window.

Rukia thinks she swallowed something she wasn't suppose to. The girl slightly chokes as her fingers nervously tap the steering wheel. "Yeah..sure, Mr..Kurosaki." She murmurs nervously, trying to make the air less dense. He can see her shyness, he likes it so much. She's so innocent.

Rukia didn't admit it or know why, but she likes his stupid jokes. But even so, what if Nel had heard that? What if she told her mother? She knows Ichigo is only teasing, thats what the man does, gets on her damn nerves. But he can't make jokes like that..not when he's married and so much older..

"How's your brother?" He asks, dismissing the silence that tried to engulf them.

"He's fine. How long did you know him again? He speaks so..I'm not sure, it's as if he doesn't know you."

Ichigo adjust the mirror, grabbing Nel's attention. "Earphones." He says, and she nods.

Rukia hits his hand away roughly, fixing the mirror back. "I grew up with your brother, he just acts like that because he's a prick." Ichigo states, matter of factly.

"Ah, fu- damnit!" He yelps, holding in his side from her jab.

Rukia keeps her gaze focused on the road as her grip tightens around the steering wheel.

"Don't speak so rudely!" She argues.

Her older employer splays his hands out in defense. "- Atleast wait until I can't hear it." Rukia adds, making Ichigo laugh his ass off. She smiles and shakes her head. "He is a bit difficult but I don't think he acts that way on purpose.." She finishes.

"Whatever, at least I know where you get it now." Ichigo claims.

Her eyebrows furrow. "What does _that_ mean?"

He only lays his leg over the other as he rests his head on his crossed arms that were in front of the head rest. "Nothing.."

Cue the eye roll. He loves when she does that. He gets on her nerves and he knows it.

They get to the ice cream shop. Ichigo gets on a knee as he waits for Nel to jump on his back. "Next time, Rukia." He says, making her eyebrows rise in confusion. Air comes out of her nose annoyingly as she realizes what he says. Women look at the mighty dad as he walks with Nel on his shoulders. They shoot Rukia daggers that she doesn't understand what are for. "I have my two girls with me, what a great day, don't you think Rukia?" Ichigo questions, sending tingles down Rukia's spine at his choice of words. His head swings her way as he waits for her reply.

"I'm..your..?-" Rukia tries to asks, but gets cut off as a woman stops in front of them.

"Ichigo!" She exclaims, hitting him hard in the chest.

The babysitter waits beside her boss as he chats with the boyish girl. Tatsuki, her name is. It's peculiar, when she first appeared Ichigo just started laughing. He was pinching the bridge of his nose and was just acting..odd.

As they catch up, Rukia takes Nel to the stand and orders Ichigo a banana split, a cookie dough icecream for Nel and ..

"I'll take a strawberry popsicle." For herself..

Ichigo smiles to himself as he walks up behind her. "Is that your favorite flavor?"

Rukia shoots him a confused glare. The trio sits at a table as they wait for their ice creams. Ichigo's glare is fixated upon his babysitter as she indulges in his daughter's request to play temple run.

He wants to pull Rukia by her hair, push her down and take her. She's just so..everything he wants. But he is so fucking old. The past year with her was..invigorating. He had found himself thinking about her even before the situation with Orihime. Of course he never did anything. But now..what was holding him back?

They eat their icecreams in peace, well..except the part where Nel dropped her icecream on the $400 device. _Again_. That was a mess.

Ichigo is on the phone with Orihime now. What she's saying, he doesn't give a shit. He's rather busy watching his 16 year old babysitter suck on her icecream. The liquid is slightly running down her swollen lips and he finds himself breathing a bit heavier. The phone call ends and he asks Rukia if she wants some of his. She nods, and he plays with her, shoving the banana split too close. She shouts in frustration as he laughs, she has the white cream on chin now, dripping down to the top of her breast.

Her little voice sighs as she grabs some napkins.

"Let me." He insist, dabbing her wet chin and sticky chest. Her eyes widen at the floor. She shakes her head. "No, Mr. Kurosaki, really." She insist further, yanking the wet napkin and cleaning herself. Her cheeks are red at this point. He loves it.

"So..how is Mrs. Kurosaki?" She asks, taking another lick of her popsicle.

He snorts, shaking his head as he looks off to the side. "She's great, told me all about her shopping. With _Tatsuki_."

Rukia's eyes widen. _Oh, God..that's so terrible._

Does she ask? Does she let it go?

Now her phone rings, she excuses herself.

Nel rest her chin in her palms. "Daddy."

He sticks his tongue out at her now.

"Daddy. Daddy. Garbage. Daddy. Daddy garbage! Garbage face!"

His own eyes widen now. "Who in the hell taught you that?"

"Uncle Shiro."

He shakes his head. "What is it you little ball of destruction?" He asks, leaning over to clean her face with his thumb.

Her little nose scrunches up. "Make Rukia stay."

He laughs. "Why?" He doesn't like spoiling her, but he might find himself in his old ways..

"Temple run. I'm gonna beat her. Run her into the ground!" She exclaims.

He blinks a few times and shakes his head. "You're not hanging out with Shirosaki anymore."

Rukia comes back, sitting beside Ichigo. Her mood is shit, he could tell. "Mr. Kurosaki, I'm sorry to Intrude like this..but can I stay tonight?"

Ichigo wants to smile like a devil. He won't. She might notice something in his eyes.

The truth.

He nods nonchalantly. "Sure. Is everything okay at home?"

"Thank you. And yes. Byakuya just wants to stay with Hisana at the hopsital and doesn't like the idea of me staying home alone."

"He will protect you. Stay with us!" Nel exclaims.

"Are you sure Ichigo? Do you wanna ask ..Orihime?"

She can see it, his jaw tightens and she can hear the air come out of his nose. Rukia was still a little shocked about what she heard earlier. Was his wife cheating on him? It's not like this was the first time she thought that. Orihime has been very fidgety whenever she's home. She'd always go outside to talk. It was so weird.

"No." He said simply, getting up and wiping the mess Nel made. Rukia and him threw away their trays. The trio got settled in the car and drove home.

...

"Thanks again, Mr. Kurosaki." Rukia says, smiling at him as he helps her fix the guest room. Nel was knocked out on the couch down stairs, leaving a loud video game tutorial playing on the smart tv. It was dark now. The two story house echoed each of their movements.

"Don't worry about it Rukia. My home is your home." He says sweetly, finishing fixing her bed when he finally places the pillow on top.

She lays on the bed, kicking her shoes off. "Can you bring in a towel?" She asks.

Her shirt is rised slightly, exposing her pierced naval. He bites his lip, she isn't paying attention. It's a Chappy piercing. His heart beat is quickening. His cock is hardening. He can lock the door and take her now. No one would know.

"Sure. I'll leave it in the shower. I'll see you tomorrow." He says quickly, leaving the room.

Ichigo flees to his own. His chest rises and falls slowly. He tilts his head down, and looks at his erection. It's begging for release. It's begging for her.

_No, not yet, not yet._

But he bites his lip. He zips his pants down, and let's them fall to his knees. His hands plays with the waist band of his constriction shorts. "Fuck.." He grunts. His member is moving, pulsating against the tight fabric. Sending gentle waves of pleasure._ Rukia.. Rukia little Kuchiki.._

Its standing out now, proudly, tenting in all it's glory.

He can't take it.

He pulls the shorts down, unsheating his thick cock and watching as it bounces against his abdomen.

_No..not yet._

Ichigo shakes his head, pulling his boxers and pants back on as he refuses himself satisfaction. He grabs a few towels and puts them in the bathroom.

He opens the door to see Rukia putting Nel to sleep down the hall.

"Goodnight, Nelliel.." She whispers, kissing her forehead.

"I love you." His daughter replies turning on her side. His eyes widen.

He doesn't remember her saying anything remotely like that to Orihime.

Rukia smiles sweetly, "I love you two."

He doesn't know why, but his heart feels..enlightened hearing that. Why? He wondered.

"The towels are uh, in the bathroom." He states, walking down the stairs.

"Oi! Wait up!" She shouts after closing Nel's door. She catches up to Ichigo quickly. He tilts his head.

"Yes?" He asks. His heart beat is thumping wildly as she pulls his arm slightly.

"Uh..can I receive my payment early this week?"

Oh.

"Yeah, sure. That's fine." He reasurres, she nods her head and pulls her arm in victory. He snorts at her cuteness.

"Why? Are you trying to get some midget surgery?"

Her eyebrows pull down together as she kicks him in the..her eyes dart to the floor. She only waves and says thank you again as she leaves up stairs. Ichigo wonders what that was about but returns to the living room.

Rukia walks into the bathroom, locking the door behind her and sitting on the sinks marble counter as she takes off her socks. The babysitter bites her lip as she re-pictures what she saw.

_His cock was so hard..and big.._

_No.. I can't think like that. It's wrong.._

_It's..It's wrong.._

Her shower is fast, she returns to her bedroom.

Her penetrating thoughts refuse to back down_. All those things he said today.._

_Everything he always says.._

_Renji doesn't even play with me like that._

_Why do I want Renji to be like my boss? This sounds odd.._

_But Ichigo..he's so good looking. He's so kind. He's a smart ass..but, I like that. He listens whenever I wanna talk, he's a good modest man.._

_I need to stop these thoughts. I have a crush on him, yes. But this will be nothing more than a boss and his babysitter. _

_Thats all._

Oh..how wrong she was..

* * *

><p><strong>Thanks for reading! Hope the first chapter wasn't too long.<strong>


	2. Ray Of Light

**Chapter Two**

Ray Of Light

Orihime pours another bowl of cereal for Nel. The tiny daughter comments on her assets when referring to her, making her laugh.

"Nel, you can call me Orihime." She hopes. Being called big boobs isn't something the wife of the prestigious doctor would prefer.

"Big boobs doesn't like Nel's nicknames. Big boobs hurts the feelings of Nel." She pouts, pushing her bowl to the side. Orihime's eyebrows furrow and her eyes become soft. Who can say no to a kid like that? A kid who speaks in third person none the less! She hugs Nel and pats her head.

"Okay, but only in the house alright? In public..uh.."

"BB!"

Stubborn, like her father.

"Yes that's..that is perfect!" She blushes while her eyes dart somewhere to the right.. "Stay here, I'm going to get Ichigo okay?"

"Bye big boobs." Nel waves as she continues eating her Cheerios.

Does it bother her that her daughter doesn't call her mom? No. It's fine. But, it's not as if they adopted Nel at a young age like 3 or 4. They've had her since she was born. The green haired 6 year old calls Ichigo 'Dad' so it does sting she had never said anything regarding Orihime besides just that and some..nice nicknames.

The brown eyed beauty departs from the living room (God knows Nel can't eat in the kitchen) and searches for her husband. She can overhear arguing. Walking a bit faster she's not really surprised to see quite the opposite when she reaches the kitchen.

Ichigo, reaching over their babysitter and eating from her food.

He's such a nuisance, Orihime loves it. Atleast she can find something she does _now a days_, liking his impulsive behavior was one of the few..

"Why must you eat my white rice! Go away!" Rukia argues, trying to shake off her boss.

"Because —" He begins, succeeding in stealing her food as his chop sticks gather her rice. "Your's just taste better."

Orihime doesn't seem to be noticed.

"Idiot! Leave the crispy ends for me!" She demands, but slightly feeling flushed as her boss leans his weight over her.

His body abandons his soft babysitter.

Ichigo snorts as he completely takes her food and holds it over her head. The short beauty jumps to try and get it back but her efforts prove to be futile. He then regrets his choice as his stomach receives a hard blow. He grunts, holding in his stomach as his pained eyes narrow at the girl below him.

"Thank you." She sneers as she takes the food back. He can't help but leer at her plump rear as she sits back on the bar stool.

He wants to sneer himself, for his babysitter didn't know her boss was rubbing his _erection_ on her back.

But suddenly his eyes widen and he turns around quickly. The doctor pours himself coffee as he realized Orihime was only a few feet away. He wasn't worried for her seeing the lack of.. personal space he shares with Rukia, but he was worried over the damn bulge that was out of his babysitter's sight but most likely not from his wife.

"Orihime," He calls out, not bothering to turn her way as he drinks from his favorite mug (Nel made it for him in school, has the poop emoji on it). "You have to burn the ends of the white rice for me next time. I had to steal from our midget's.."

"Oh, I hope you burn your mouth on that coffee." Rukia mutters.

Orihime giggles at their back and fourth and sits beside her babysitter. No, she hadn't noticed the _hard cock_ in her husband's pants. "Ichigo, are you taking Nel to school?" She questions, eating from his miso soup.

Looking down to confirm his..un-excited-state, he finally turns toward his favorite girl. _And_ Orihime.

"Yeah. And then I'll be home around 5." He has a surgery he needs to perform today. A coronary artery bypass. Ichigo Kurosaki is the best damn Cardioglist there is, his salary is quite supar, his reputation is quite envied and he only gets called for special operations. Everybody wants to be him.

Uryu, his cousin sure does.

Why else would he be fucking his wife?

"-And I'm taking Rukia too."

A black eyebrow arches. "You are? I don't remember asking you." She replies.

"Well I am. Your school is too far for you to walk to,"

Orihime always loves how protective he is over everyone. If only she knew..

And then Rukia's cheeks turn rose._ You actually care?_

"A freak show might come into town and kidnap her." He finishes.

They both deadpan.

He begins laughing as she throws a spoon at him.

Orihime shakes her head and apolgizes to Rukia as she leaves the kitchen. _He sure does joke a lot with her.._

Ichigo leans over the counter with his elbows. He's smirking at Rukia as she shoots daggers into his eyes. "Are you enjoying that coffee?" She asks, taking a bite of her rice.

"I sure am." He replies, taking a large gulp of his hot drink.

"Good. Because I am just..enjoying.." He watches as she slowly gathers more rice on her chopsticks. "My crispy.." He swallows as she sexily slips her tongue out. "-rice. The rice you can't have." And there it goes into her mouth. No, she wasn't eating rice sexily, but teasingly to taunt him. Yet the 28 year old doesn't care. "It's sooo _good_, Mr. Kurosaki." She mocks, but it sounded like a fucking _moan_ and he can't help but picture taking her on the island.

"Eat up Rukia, it will help you grow." He needs to get out of here, fast. He sneers as she tries to insult him back. And throw things.

...

"Alright. I'll go take a shower and I'll see you around 1 PM."

Rukia is on the floor, playing with Nel as she watches Ichigo and Orihime from the corner of her eye. He kisses his wife, wraps his arms around her waist..

The babysitter curses the fact her insides clench. She curses the fact she feels..envious.

_I can't feel this way..._

Orihime grabs her purse after Ichigo leaves upstairs.

"Where are you going to, Mrs. Kurosaki?"

"Oh, would you mind telling Ichigo I'm going to my brother's? I..didn't get a chance to."

_But you were just talking with him.._ "Okay, drive safe."

His wife leaves. Rukia always thought it was odd she'd ask Rukia to tell Ichigo where she was heading _after_ he was gone. Was she actually cheating on him? Rukia wondered for many months. It seemed so wrong, so unfitting.

_He's stubborn, short-tempered, strong-willed, and impulsive. A jackass who gets on your nerves.. _

_But he's a good father, a modest man, a kind man.._

_Why would one let that go to waste? If I had someone like that.._

_I know I wouldn't.._

_..._

It's around 7:00AM now. Ichigo just got out of the shower and is inside of his room, drying his hair.

1 New Message. His phone beeps.

_You got any plans later_

_Yes. Read 7:04._

_Not with Orihime though haha_

_Fuck you. Read 7:04._

_You gonna creampie the babysitter?_

_If I want. Read 7:05._

He deletes his brother's messages. He knew of Orihime's infidelity. But Ichigo never told Shirosaki his..attraction or plans with Rukia, but this was his _brother_. And as much as he hates it, the one who shared a womb with him can see right through his facade. His eyes narrowed suspiciously over Ichigo's trail a while ago.

_It was Karaoke night. Cue the eye roll. Keigo is religious about it. Every Saturday, at Ichigo's house, the old gang sing terrible 80's songs._

_Rukia usually isn't over on Saturdays. That night she was._

_A low cut tank top, jean shorts..Shirosaki didn't understand who she was and how to take her home._

_"Babysitter? That's her?" He asks in disbelief as he drinks his beer._

_"Yep! Isn't she lovely? I want to confess my love but I'm not the kind of man for jail.."_

_"Beat it already, Keigo. You're annoyin' the fuck outta me."_

_The shorter man pouts. "You're always mean! This is why..you have more money than me..more women..a better life, dammit! I gotta start acting up too!"_

_He bumps his shoulder hard as he walks past him._

_The little thing is in the front living room, singing some shitty pop song. But she's so petite, so..breakable to him. His golden eyes feed off of her._

_He turns to his right. There he is, his brother. Behind the couch watching her. He's laughing and talking with everyone but his eyes..his eyes are even hungrier for the raven haired beauty. Shirosaki doesn't do anything about it, no, for he watches through out the night._

_The two argued over something, like a 'fucking married couple'. Then his brother tickled her neck and they stopped fighting. Who the fuck tickles their babysitter? Sure, that only made the fight worse..but Shiro couldn't comprehend how Orihime could not be seeing what he seen. But it didn't stop there.. Oh no._

_Everyone at the party ended up in the pool by the night. Everyone was less clothed. Including that little thing. But Shiro watched as his brother's gaze was fixated on the girl who he had found out was underage. He couldn't blame him, she kept fixing that damn triangle bikini top and pulling down that little skirtini it made him want to pull it off of her completely._

_When he asked Ichigo if he was '_fucking'_ her, his brother demanded he left. What a pussy he always thought. But as the night progressed and he seen how they interacted with eachother, he always figured they '_were'_ fucking. But whenever he'd ask Ichigo about it, he'd become very defensive._

_Ever since then, his brother has refused to pass over the notion something was happening between them._

He places his phone back on the drawer and begins to towel dry his hair.

"Mr. Kuro..Mr. Kurosaki?" She coughs, darting her eyes somewhere to the right.

He turns around with the towel on his neck. He's not conceited, but he knows any woman would like what they saw.

"Orihime has left, she said she's going to see her brother." Rukia reveals, not daring to look him the eyes. He loves it. She's so flushed as she stands in the doorway.

"Alright, well, I'll be down in a little bit." He settles on replying, not caring much for Orihime's whereabouts. Sora was such a gross cover for fucking someone's cousin. But, whatever. He pats his _bare_ and _wet_ abdomen a few times and catches her eyes. She's not as sly as she thinks..

"Okay. I'll wait with Nel." She practically flees out of the room.

...

_He was so wet.._

_Mr. Kurosaki is _so_ well built. And kami, he's handsome. Even with that stupid scowl on his face. _

She rubs her head as she grabs her bag and adjusts her thick jacket.

_What am I thinking? I told myself I would rid these thoughts. It's not right. He's married.._

Rukia goes into the kitchen. She sighs as she opens the fridge, a magnet photo of Ichigo, Orihime and Nel stick to it.

_It's settled. I won't anymore. _

"Alright, let's get going." Her boss announces as he walks down the stairs.

The trio gets in the car and Ichigo drives to Nel's school. His babysitter is sitting shotgun and his daughter is in the back screaming. The usual.

He waits in the parking lot as Rukia walks Nel to her class. She left a bracelet in the cup holder. He pockets it.

When she returns, he starts heading for her school. She spends the time telling him why she wanted her paycheck early and thanking him for it. Something about seeing some stupid Chappy movie in a few days with her friend.

He never understood her obsession. But he wasn't in the mood for sore ribs so he wasn't going to bring it up..

Rukia rolls the window down. Ichigo can't help but become fixated on her as her big beautiful eyes close in bliss, how she unbuttons her collar and how she smoothes down her little abdomen. He feels flushed as she has no idea what her boss does with that uniform when it's left at his house..

But, when Rukia laughs with him, or more like _at_ him, when she asks about his day and offers an idea on how to make that new receptionist shut the hell up, when he sees how much care she puts into Nel or just when Rukia..is being Rukia. That's when she makes him _feel_.

When he drops off his favorite short beauty he can't help but notice the red headed jock waiting outside of the school. Ichigo wasn't oblivious to the clear grimaces the guy was giving him either.

_You're the boyfriend_.

He parts ways with his babysitter and watches in the rear view mirror as the tall highschooler kisses Rukia.

It was fine. Yes, he was interested in her. Rukia was going to be the person he'd use to hurt Orihime. He was attracted to her, he cared for her, for whatever reason..

But he didn't have _feelings_ for her. _Actual_ feelings. Yes he cares for her but it's at a certain level and doesn't venture far. For if he did, he wouldn't be doing what he planned on doing to her.

So when his _insides clench_ and he feels _envious _over the reflection he sees in the mirror, it has nothing to do with having feelings for her.

...

The surgery was successful. So he went home early. He thought it was funny, no one was there to comment on him and project their own skill insecurities. Like a certain cousin. Who happened to call in sick today..

It was around 11 AM now. Ichigo went back home. He had an appointment to see.

A Home Security Installation.

No, he didn't have a recent break-in that made his heart quiver so hard he called in HSI. He was getting cameras installed in _his_ room. And a certain guest room a certain pretty little babysitter frequents.

So he can tape their _interactions _in the not so distant future.

"Alright boss, got seven cameras set up in the master bedroom. Now it will record straight to where I showed ya. It also has a live feed. Now I kno' it ain't none of my business but..you shootin them porno movies or somethin? No one really gets cameras installed in their room. At so many different angles or a hidden camera mounted up in the bed's headboard.." The greasy installer commented, fixing his belt of AV cables and various tools.

"You're right. It's none of your business."

He nervously scratches his scruffy beard. "Ay. Alrighty then. Well uh, I'll go get started in that guest room." Greg..or was it George? Gr..eorge nodded once before turning around and continuing his job.

Now although the cameras he was using for the..professional shots were high tech, the actual camera _he_ will be using won't be. It's a shitty old handycam.

The one that has hours of his and Orihime's life when they got married. The camera that he'd often connect to their tv and play their wedding for her birthday.

For the past 10 years.

This birthday.. No, he wouldn't be playing their wedding.

He'd be playing something different.

...

Orihime finally came home. It was around 6 PM now. Ichigo was playing board games with Nel and Rukia when she walked in. She didn't even say anything, just went straight to her room. Coughing could be heard. Throwing up too.

_So my cousin wasn't lying._

He admired how Rukia got up and warmed a towel. "I'll go up there, stay with Nel. Finish the game."

She deadpans. "You haven't been playing, you've been providing us with your commentary for the past hour, idiot."

He only yanked the wet towel from her as a reply.

When Ichigo went to check on his wife, she was lying down in the bed. A hand on her stomach and a worried look on her face. "What's the matter?" He asks, sitting beside her.

She smiles at him as he places the warm cloth on her sweaty forehead. "Nothing, I just have the flu. Don't let Nel eat any of the cookies I made earlier!"

"That won't be hard.." (Cookies with jelly and bean paste aren't that tasty to a kid.) "This flu has been going on everywhere. Even _Uryu _has it." He watches her eyes, her face..

Guilt.

"Oh really? That's sad. I hope we both get better." She replies..

"Me too." He leans in for a kiss, but stops half way. "You're sick, I almost forgot."

She laughs. "You shouldn't be so close, you have a job making people better. I don't want you to catch what I have. Why don't you send Rukia home and take Nel out?"

_Trying to get me to leave?_

"That's a good idea." He kisses her hand before leaving and gives her some pills.

...

She didn't want to go. But going to the movies with Mr. Kurosaki didn't seem bad..

Well, with Nel too of course.

He had said he wanted to take them out and she didn't have anything planned. She did have to stay with them again anyway.

She cursed the fact Nel wanted to see a horror movie. What kind of kid wants to see a horror movie? What she cursed even worse was how she sat beside Nel and Ichigo sat on the oppisite side, but everytime that stupid music would die out and you'd know something scary would happen, her boss would snake his fingers up her neck. Making her jerk in fright and then shout in frustration. He'd laugh. She'd blush at the closeness of feeling his skin upon hers, worry about letting her feeling progress, and hating Mr. Kurosaki for his annoying tendencies.

But the reason she wished to say "No thank you." To Ichigo's offer was much worse.

They had gotten out of the theatre.

Nel is jumping up and down, throwing the popcorn about as she tells her father her favorite parts. "It wasn't as scawry as I thought! I wish it had more blood.."

"I really do think I'm putting a restraining order on my brother."

Rukia laughs.

"What are you laughing about, coward? Your hands were covering your eyes the entire time." Ichigo taunts, tsk'ing her as they try to exit before the crowd of people catch up.

Just as Rukia was about to retort, her face went pale. It was as if she saw a ghost.

"Rukia?" Nel asks, tugging her hand.

With a shake of her head, a smile appears. Ichigo could tell it's not real, it's for reassurance, it's a veil. He too knows of that illusion very well. He's quite skilled at it.

They return home. The drive was silent. The air was dry.

He wondered if he said something. He can't have her upset at him.

Not this early.

...

Orihime was asleep. Nel was aswell.

Rukia was quiet at dinner too..

Would it be out of the norm if he checked on her? Would it be perceived as odd if he walked into his babysitter's room at 2 AM?

Ichigo ended up trying out his security installation.

He went into his study and turned his laptop on. Logged in, selected the room, and watched.

Rukia was crying. Sitting on her bed and weeping.

He licks his lips, confirms his arousal and takes himself out.

_Wait. Wait what am I doing? Am I..getting off on this? What the hells a matter with me?_

Ichigo denies himself once more..

_I need to go check on her._

Sure, if you were the father or mother of a girl who has her boss walk into her bedroom at 2 AM you'd see this as wrong. But Ichigo figured it wasn't. They were close. He calls her midget and she kicks him in the balls, their past babysitter and boss zone..

But what if her handsome boss is shirtless when he walks in? Does that count as a new level?

He knocks twice before walking in. She didn't even get to answer yes or no.

"Mr..Mr Kurosaki? Is everything okay?" Rukia asks, buttoning her top that wasn't closed. He seen that cute black bra.

"Yeah, everything's fine Rukia. I just wanted to find out...," He grabs the computer chair, sits on it backwards. Like a cool teacher. Makes his babysitter want to roll her eyes. Atleast he was able to make her forget about what was bothering her for a few seconds. Or more like what was stinging her. Or what was rubbing the salt in her wound..

Well, in retrospect, Mr. Kurosaki always did that. He was like a large flowing waterfall in a empty dry desert.

Only sometimes. Sometimes he's the reason the desert is dry. And annoyed..

"If _you're_ fine?" He finishes, crossing his arms over the top of the chair.

"I am. Go back to sleep." She insist, getting up from her bed and pulling her blanket back, as if she were going in to it. It was too late, he saw it, the wet cheeks she tried to desperately to wipe before he entered.

"Really? Bullshit. It sure doesn't look like you're fine." He replies. She can hear the chair squeak, he got up. It must mean he's taking her advice.

"No Mr. Kurosaki, I .."

He's holding her wrist now. Holding it up toward him after he turned her around. His eyes are searching for something on her speechless face. They don't find anything.

She's still as could be. Rukia's hot gaze is scanning him, his handsome _concerned_ face and his brawny naked chest. No. He's going to catch her. Her eyes dart right back up. He's so close. Too close.

He caught her.

But he lets go. Instead he sits down on her bed. "Rukia, what happened earlier? Something is obviously eating at you. I can see it."

_Now you're sitting on my bed? Kami.._

She won't give up that easily. Her troubles were her troubles and although his intentions were modest she wouldn't sit beside him on a mattress. That is crossing a line isn't it? On her part..

Even with that mindset, her eyes advance for the door. It's closed somewhat. Why does she feel better knowing that?

And then she _sits beside _him. Furthest away of course. He's more toward where her feet would be. She's sitting with her back to the headboard.

"I'm fine. I just.." What could she make up? This stubborn bastard wasn't going to let it go. He's just like that. He could always..tell when she was upset. It bothered her he could do it. Maybe that's why she liked him, because he could get under her skin.

Maybe.

"I was pretty upset when I was a teenager too."

Oh great, now he's reaching out to her.. Trying to make it less awkward.

"Life sucks. It isn't hard. But..I'll help you, with whatever you're going through. Don't believe that notion that you have to face things alone. Because life will kick your ass once you -"

She reaches out to him now, grabs his wrist. "Ic..Mr. Kurosaki, do you think I'm depressed?"

Her heartbeat is quickening. Of course, of course her stupid, annoying, hot headed boss would think she's upset..

And _promise to be there for her._

She felt something grow within her. She felt the seeds germinate in her heart, the seeds planted by someone sitting beside her. How she hated it. And..liked it. She liked the way he could break into her and find the gooey center. But she hated how he made her feel. It was unfair. To her. He needed to stop.

"No.. but you're gonna tell me what happened and I'll help you." Ichigo replies, not caring to confirm her touch. It's there. He feels it. Warm and inviting.

The alabaster glow of the moon highlights his orange hair, his strong jaw and sensuous lips. Rukia refuses the blush of a school girl. His somehow calming aura is emitting off and capturing her in a warm embrace. It makes her sit _beside_ him. Her grip vanishes and finds her own wrist.

_What am I doing? I can't..open up to Mr. Kurosaki. This is none of his business. And this is wrong._

"Nothing. It's less than a trivial matter. I...saw something I wish I hadn't. That's all. Now go back to sleep." She _demands_, refusing his warm energy as she stood up.

"You're so cute when you're mad. So small and angry." He shakes his head toward her.

_Kami__. Just stop it. Please._

"Would you just leave you-"

"Renji doesn't deserve you. Momo neither. You will find better people."

Her sharp tongue suddenly becomes dull. He cut into her, cut into her brutally. She's frozen again, staggered by his words.

_How does he know?_

"Rukia, you _will_ be okay." He _assures_.

His words evoke a shiver. Her defenses crumble..

She weakly sits back down. Her eyes are on him, asking him something.

But _she_ doesn't.

It's alright, for he knows what she would ask. He brings her head to his chest, keeps her there as he combs her hair with his hand. Was this taking it too far too early? Was this too close?

Did he care?

Her eyes are wide. Her hands are somewhat shaking. Was this actually happening?

"As you know, Nel likes to take 100 plushies with her when she goes somewhere.."

Rukia snorts. Her hands are respectively folded in her lap as she buries her face into him. He can't see it, but the fall and build of her chest is acelerating. Her lips are against his warm skin and she can hear and feel his heartbeat in the privacy of her room and she just wants to..

_No.. I can't think like that._

Yet she doesn't pull away.

She sits there, relaxed now, against his skin. Wanting to purr at his light carresses on her neck and gentle touch on her hair. Because she knows it just for tonight. It's a friendly, soothing reassurance he shouldn't be giving but he is. It's one she will curse him for once he leaves because he will leave her wanting more, the more he can't give for it's wrong. The more she often thinks of but know is nothing but a petty fantasy. The more she condemns herself for thinking of because he is _married_.

"So I went back into the theatre to go get_ Baymax_ after you two got in the car. I saw that red head. The one who you kissed when I dropped you off earlier."

_You saw that?_

"The girl, Momo. She kept calling him Renji. He kept calling her that. I knew it was your friend because you told me about her."

_You actually remembered.._

Her heart beat seems to deafen her eardrums as he _then_ cups her face. The air is thick, too thick. It's intoxicating or more so _he's_ intoxicating and intoxication is poison. He can't do things like this to her. It hurts too bad.

Because he doesn't realize what he's doing.

"If he's willing to cheat on you..then he doesn't appreciate what he has.

And your friend? Fuck her, you'll get another one. A better one.

Because Rukia, dammit you're a _ray of light._ You.. -" Ichigo stops himself. He was never good at this stuff, at the comforting stuff or..was it lovey stuff? He just wasn't. And it probabaly wasn't good to sit there and tell her things like _that_. So instead he pulls her to his chest again. Her scent is enticing. He wonders if it's taking it too far when he _kisses_ her head. "You just..you will be okay, Rukia. Alright?" Ichigo assures, gripping her shoulders as he holds her in his sight.

Rukia is on cloud nine. Mr. Kurosaki had actually comforted her, _kissed_ her and had said she was..

A ray of light.

And there it was again, the blissful fall of water.

Ichigo is surprised when she hugs him. Right about now, with that kiss on the head, his ribs would be sore. But he was more surprised when he could feel the wetness that fell from her eyes to his skin. "Rukia?" His hand combs her hair.

"Why would he do that to me?...With my best friend?" She sorrows, not expecting a answer but just..asking. Perhaps it was a alternative to opening up, it was a way of letting him know what she wondered. Letting him know what hurt her.

He likes the way her lips feel against him.

_I could take her._

_Right now._

_She'd _want_ it._

Ichigo shrugs as he wraps his arms around her and strokes her back. "You're young Rukia. He's not going to be the only guy that makes you smile..,"

_Like you?_

"He's a shit guy. You're going to end up with someone who you're truly connected with. In some weird way, you should be happy you saw what you did. It's gonna close that door and open another one for you. One for you to.." He holds her face in front of him.

Their looking into eachother's eyes now. She's breathing his air.

"For you to.." He can see her eyes, their on _his_ lips.

Their in the guest room, with the door closed, sitting on her bed as he cups her face and their mouths are inches from one another. He is comforting her. She is letting him.

Her gaze darts to his eyes and right back down, she knows he can see what she is looking at.

"To find who you really belong with...

Goodnight Rukia."

_Wait._

Her boss gets up, messes up her hair like a child, and walks out.

_Wait.._

She's frozen on her bed. She can't believe what had happened. Deep down she was..dissapointed. Her heart thumped wildly in her ears as she repictured what happened. Had he left so abruptly because she was looking at his lips?

_How could I be such a fool? He probabaly thinks..I'm some..stupid, brainless.. idiot!_

_Did he actually see my line of sight?_

_No..why was I actually staring at his mouth? He is married, I take care of his child for Kami's sake! How could I do that?_

_But how could he do that? It is not my complete fault. I didn't chose to have a crush on him, but he shouldn't be storming into my room and..holding my face against his chest, __kissing me..and saying things like he did._

She sinks into her bed. A hand over her head.

_Am I actually trying to shift the blame? This is my fault. I've let my crush take ahold of me. I can't anymore. It's not like he meant to give me the wrong idea._

_Tomorrow I'll just have to tell him to dial down this..relationship we share. _

_And that way, I can move on from my feelings. _

_I have a boyfriend, I can't be having those in the first place..._

_Wait, no. I don't._

_I don't even have a friend any longer. _

_'You're a ray of light. '_

_'You'll find someone better.'_

_But I did..._

_What am I suppose to do?_

_..._

"Fuck, _fuck_ that feels good." Ichigo grunts, stroking his enlarged member. He double clicks the mouse with his left hand to zoom in. His babysitter is unbuttoning that top, that one that's too warm to wear.

"God I can't fucking wait to have you.

_..My ray of light."_


End file.
